POPULAR TALES

Whilst she was at this employment, she listened continually
for the return of Maurice. The clock struck twelve, and one,
and no husband came ! She heard no noise in the street when
she opened her window, for everybody but herself was in bed
and asleep. At last she heard the sound of footsteps; but
it was so dark that she could not see who the person was,
who continued walking backwards and forwards, just under-
neath the window.

* Is it you, Maurice ?    Are you there, Maurice ?' said Ellen.
The noise of the footsteps ceased3 and Ellen again said, ' Is it
you, Maurice ?    Are you there ?7

' Yes,' answered Maurice ; * it is I. Why are you not abed
and asleep, at this time of night ?;

' I am waiting for you/ replied Ellen.

* You  need  not  wait   for  me;   I   have  the  key  of the
house door in my pocket, and can let myself in whenever I
choose it.3

* And don't you choose it now ?' said Ellen.
1 No.    Shut down the window.5

Ellen shut the window, and went and sat down upon the
side of her boy's bed. He was sleeping. Ellen, who could
not sleep, took up her work again, and resolved to wait till
lier husband should come in. At last, the key turned in the
house door, and presently she heard her husband's steps
coming softly towards the room where she was sitting. He
opened the door gently, as if he expected to find her asleep,
and was afraid of awakening her. He started when he saw
her; and slouching his hat over his face, threw himself into a
chair without speaking a single word. Something terrible has
happened to him, surely! thought Ellen; and her hand
trembled so that she could scarcely hold her needle, when she
tried to go on working.

'What are you doing there, Ellen?' said he, suddenly
pushing back his hat.

c Pm only mending your waistcoat, love,' said Ellen, in a
faltering voice.

< I am a wretch ! a fool! a miserable wretch !' exclaimed
Maurice, starting up and striking his forehead with violence as
he walked up and down the room.

* What can be the matter ?} said Ellen.     c It is worse to
me to see you in this way, than to hear whatever misfortune
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